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Lavatory Love Machine 


Author's Notes: 
Venturing into unknown territories again. As mentioned above, this was written for the lyrics inspired challenge 


and inspired by Edguy's "Lavatory Love Machine’. 


"Tobi, this is ridiculous." 


"You brought it upon yourself,” Tobi said, shrugging with a wicked grin. He eyed over the edge of his seat to 
catch a glimpse of Jens, but his friend was safely hidden behind the curtain of the lavatory. How they'd ended 
up flying first class Tobi didn't know, but guessing by Jens' behaviour it had definitely played out in his favour. 
The dreaded flight and the fear of a crash slipped into the back of his mind. 


"l'm not coming out," Jens said. 


"Then I'm coming in" From his kneeling position on the seat Tobi pushed himself up to take a look at his friend. 


Jens’ reluctance, however, caused him to make a stop at his bag first.. 


"Tobi, I'm warning you, you're not coming in," Jens said with a deadly tone to his voice. 
"Make me stop, then," Tobi grinned. 
"This was part of the bet, and as | said, you brought it upon yourself” 


The unwilling growl that he heard from behind the curtain brought a little smile to his lips. As he pushed the 
curtain aside, however, this smile turned quickly into an outburst of laughter that brought tears to his eyes. 


Suffocating in an airplane lavatory on the way to Brazil wasn't quite the way he'd planned to die, but at least 
his last sight was a.. pleasant one. More or less, so he thought as he stood bent over, laughing until his 


stomach hurt and his laughter turned into coughing. 


Having calmed down he looked up to meet Jens’ death glare, but the look at his friend just made him cough- 


laugh again. 
"Tobi, I'm warning you. Shut the fuck up." 


Wiping the tears from his eyes Tobi looked at him as seriously as he managed to, choking back another 
laughing fit before he cleared his throat. 


"You've seen me now," Jens said impatiently, "can | get this off again" 

‘Oh, why would you? It suits you," Tobi said, underlining his words with nodding. Indeed, looking at Jens he was 
glad it wasn't him who'd lost the bet. He had to admit that the tight, blue stewardess costume (completed by 
a nearly-as-ridiculous small hat) probably flattered Jens' body a lot better than it would have done to his own 
"Tobi." Jens stare still screamed bloody murder. 

"tm getting this off now, get out." 

"No, | won't." 

"Then I'll get it off without you getting out" 


"No, you won't" The grin that Tobi flashed Jens made him suspect the worst case. 


"Tobi. What are you hiding behind your back?" Tobi didn't answer as he stepped a little closer to Jens in the 


insanely small room. 
"What are you hiding behind your back? Tobi. This isn't funny.” 


"Why am | laughing then?" 


"Because you're an idiot. Show me what you've got there, now." 


"Okay" Before Jens could react, Tobi had stepped behind him, grabbing his arms to twist them behind his back. 


Jens felt cold steel on his wrists. 
"Please don't tell me you're handcuffing me, Tobi." Again, Tobi didn't say a word while he did exactly that. 
"Have fun explaining that to the stewardesses," he said with a satisfied expression on his face. 


"Tobi, that's not funny." Jens tried to grab him and hinder him from leaving, but the handcuffs did their job 


well and he remained helpless. 

‘Or, of course," Tobi said, sticking his face through the curtain once again, "you could ask me nicely to." 

"No." Had he been free to do so, Jens would have crossed his arms. 

"There's no way in fucking hell that | beg a 170m guy for anything." 

"Pride. What a sad, sad thing." Tobi disappeared behind the curtain and Jens could hear that he sat down on one 
of the seats and opened a newspaper. He would have cried for help, but his pride didn't allow him to do so. 
Especially not while he was handcuffed, wearing a dress. 

"Okay, Tobi," he said darkly. 

"lIl make you regret this.” 

"Kinda wanna see you do that," Tobi replied and only the thought of his wicked expression made Jens fume. Oh, 
how he was going to regret this. Tobi didn't know about it, but Jens knew about his weakness that he could 


now use against him. 


Jens decided to step out of the small lavatory. Tobi, having crossed his legs and put them onto the opposite 
seat, looked up at him and snorted. 


"That's my seat, Tobi. If you could please get your feet away from there." Jens said with a sour grin 

"Oh, you can say please," Tobi said, dedicating his attention to the newspaper again. 

"Nice to know. You can try to reconquer your seat - but | fear that shall prove to be impossible - or continue 
asking nicely for me to free you. There's a storm coming out there, and you'll need a seat if you don't want to 


spend the rest of the flight on the floor." 


"You're a bastard, Tobi," Jens said, gritting his teeth. 


"Hm? Jens bit his teeth together even harder before he forced himself to speak. 

"Okay, Tobi. Would you please be as nice as to take these fucking handcuffs off me?" 

"Hm?" Jens kept his forced, sarcastic smile as he repeated himself. 

"Oh, you can ask nicely!" Tobi smiled and Jens knew that he was not only feasting on his triumph internally but 
was also aware of the fact that he could do whatever he wished to do to Jens. To his surprise, the singer 


walked over and began to fumble around at the handcuffs until they opened. 


Jens had decided he would pay. Turning around quickly he took the handcuffs from Tobi's hands, at the same 


moment pushing the smaller man to the floor to tie up his hands there. 

"Bastard!" it was now Tobi who growled. 

"You brought that upon yourself," Jens said sweetly before he let himself fall down on his seat. 
"Have fun when your storm is coming. Alone. On the floor.” 


"Didn't you want to get rid of that dress?" Tobi said Jens noticed that he switched the topic on purpose to 
avoid talking about that storm, which proved his theory that Tobi had certain.. respect of flying. 


"Oh, the dress?" Jens asked, pretending to be surprised. 


"I've made up my mind. It's not that bad, you know. Quite comfortable for your legs." Judging by the look on 


Tobi's face he was certain that he had him now. 

"Why?" he continued asking. 

"You like it on me?" Tobi rolled away from him on the floor, mumbling something incomprehersible. Obviously 
he couldn't see the wicked grin that now spread over Jens' face as he stood up and kneeled on the floor next 
to Tobi. 

"You didn't answer my question," he said, raising an eyebrow at him. 

"No," Tobi said, not very convincingly. 

"Oh, come on, Tobi." Jens said while touching his shoulder lightly. 


"Don't you wanna look at me while we're talking?" 


"No," Tobi said again and Jens could see his face was red. 


"Shouldn't your blood be rushing somewhere else right now?" Jens asked. 


"What the fuck, Jens!" Tobi exclaimed and turned to him with a horrified expression. Jens' eyes wandered down 


his body, followed by his hands which lightly squeezed Tobi's hardening cock. 
Jens shrugged and kept smiling sweetly. 


"Don't think | wouldn't have noticed you've got a thing for stewardesses," he said, breaking away from his 
touch to heave Tobi up onto his seat. 


"Would you like one right now? Stewardess, | mean?" Tobi looked too horrified to answer. 
"Alright, then" Jens didn't seem to need an answer. 


"Fasten your seatbelts!" he commanded, his voice pitched higher than usually. Looking down at Tobi's useless 
hands he sighed and said: 


‘Or, shall | do it for you?" Tobi, who now had regained some of his composure, gave him a dirty grin. 


‘Im in your hands, mistress," he said. Jens took the seatbelt in his hands, pulling it over Tobi's lap where his 
hands lingered in his groin for only so long until the sound of a moan threatened to come over Tobi's lips. Then 
he fastened the seatbelt, retreating and taking the seat opposite Tobi while watching him closely. 


"Fuck," he heard his friend whisper and smiled because he knew that now he fully had him in his hand. He 
wasn't blind, he'd watched Tobi on tour sometimes, and he knew that - once aroused - he'd never rest until 
he'd gotten what he wanted. And damn, it would be a long wait this time; Jens would take care of that 


personally. 
Jens wasn't gay, he'd never fucked a man and even after touching Tobi this way he felt nothing but malicious 
joy - malicious joy and a strange pulling somewhere in his groin.. but he shook off that feeling quickly and 


resumed watching Tobi's struggles to get his hands free. 


"Now, m'lady," he asked after accepting that those struggles were in vain, stressing the "m'lady" in a way that 
showed his joy. 


"l'm at your disposal. What are you planning to do on me after leaving me so helpless?" 


"Oh, | am the one who's at your disposal," Jens replied, hoping to correctly imitate the smile that stewardesses 


would usually give their passengers. 


"Can | bring you something to eat or drink?" 


"Eat or drink.. hm, yes, I'd have something in mind there," Tobi answered with an obvious look at Jens' body. 
Abruptly he got up, caught off-track by Tobi's reply, not at least because he felt a growing sensation in the 
areas the singer was staring at. 

"Okay, Tobi, this little game ends right here," he said harshly, silenced by a death glare from Tobi's side. 
"What?" he bellowed. 

"Whate" Tobi repeated, staring at him in disbelief. 


"Jens, are you blind or just dumb? You want to fuck me, just tell me, and don't play any stupid games!" 


"Do | look like | want to fuck you?" Jens gave back his glare, noticing too late that his blood had indeed rushed 


into his groin. 


"Actually, yes, you do," Tobi observed dryly, the dirty grin right back on his lips. Jens groaned in frustration 


and threw himself back on the seat, pulling his knees up to his chin 


"You know | can see your ass like that" Tobi had gotten up, appearing in front of Jens now. He shook his cuffed 
hands. 


"Look at me, | can't do anything with them unfortunately. But if you want me to blow you..” 
"| don't fucking want you to blow me, Tobi," Jens said, struggling to keep his self control, 
‘I'm gonna free you of those and then we're gonna forget this, okay?" 


"Mh... okay." Tobi sighed defeated. His tone of voice told something else, but Jens couldn't have cared less in 
that moment. He'd never been in a situation as awkward before. 

As soon as he'd freed the other man from the handcuffs and tossed them aside, he suddenly felt himself on 
the ground, half his body behind the lavatory curtain, pinned down by an iron grasp by Tobi. His first reflex 
was to push him away, but something in his body kept him from doing this and numbed his body as Tobi bend 


down over his face to press his lips onto Jens’. 
Rationality was screaming somewhere inside him, but deafened by Tobi's scent and the feeling of his hard-on 
pressing against him he didn't hear it. Tobi's lips crushed onto Jens’ again as he pulled him to his feet, harder 


this time, while Jens' own hands were busy tearing Tobi's shirt off his body. 


He halted for a second, eyes glued to Tobi's bare chest, but in the next moment the other man was already 


busy freeing him from his ridiculous dress. 


"Another good thing about that," Tobi whispered into Jens‘ ear as he'd pulled the dress off in one move. 


"Don't you wanna get one too?" Jens asked teasingly as his fingers moved to Tobi's jeans. Awkwardly he began 
unbuttoning it, interrupted by a laugh from Tobi's side. A warm hand slid into his own, guiding his fingers until 
the jeans and underwear were other mere pieces of cloth on the floor. The feeling of Tobi's skin on of his 
made Jens realize how painfully hard his cock had grown, and when Tobi's hand slid into his underwear to 


caress its top he moaned in pleasure. 


It lasted too short until the hand was gone again; having wiped the pre-come off with his thumb, and Tobi was 
standing there and rummaging in his bag. It didn't take long until he returned with a tube in his hands. Until 
now Jens hadn't allowed rationality to talk to him, but it was now that he wondered about what the fuck he 
was doing. However, that feeling lasted only until Tobi came locked him in a tight embrace in which he slid his 


fingers around Jens' waist, pushing his underwear down his hips. 


He could feel the smaller man's breath against his neck, could feel Tobi's lips wandering alone his collarbone, 
nuzzling and sucking the soft skin A bite that made Jens tilt his head back, quietly crying out in pain and 
pleasure, and made him crush his lips back onto Tobi's, so unexpectedly that it crashed them both to the 


ground. 


Now on top of Tobi, Jens could feel his heaving chest beneath him. He seated himself on Tobi's hipbones, his 
fingers wandering over Tobi's chest, squeezing his nipples and tracing down his body while the other man's 
breathing was turning more rapid, ragged. Jens bend down, his face approaching Tobi's, until finally the other 


man pushed him away. 


"On your knees," he ordered, made breathless by lust. Jens followed his command and knelt before him, 
steadying himself on the ground. He could hear the sound of Tobi unscrewing the tube and felt warm, wet 


fingers on his ass. 
As Tobi's fingers entered him, Jens had to suppress a scream at the unexpectedness of it. 


"You're really fucking tight," he heard Tobi grunt from behind, fingers pushing deeper while Jens tried to loosen 
himself. Having reached the muscle he could feel Tobi's fingers spreading slowly. 


"Is that good?" the other man asked from behind and Jens could only bring forth a breathless grunt that 
showed Tobi that, yes, it was good, it was very good. Inside him, the finger crooked slightly and Jens gasped, 
mixed with a cry, while he tried his best not to crash down, 


His body heaved while Tobi's finger were pushing deeper, a blinding light nearly took his conscience but the pain 
was nothing compared to the pleasure that it gave him. Suddenly, Tobi pulled his fingers out of him, leaving 
Jens to his ragged breathing as he felt a hand around his cock. And suddenly, in the face of the overwhelming 
desire, it wasn't as hard to beg the |:10m guy anymore. 


"Tobi," Jens pressed out, turning his head so he could see that grin, dark and dirty and full of lust, that drove 


him insane for other reasons now than it had used to do. 


"Whatever you're doing." - and he squeezed his eyes shut as a stream of electricity ran through his body at 
Tobi's hardening grasp around his cock - "stop it and fuck me already. | beg you. Just.. fucking do it." 


Tobi bend forward again, his chest on Jens' back and whispered in his ear: 

"Maybe." Jens moaned, the last crumble of dignity vanishing as he felt that teasing grip coming and going again 
"Fuck, Tobil" he cried out. 

‘| want you to fuck me, | want you inside me, | want me to make me come until | black out and | want it now!" 


"Your wish shall be my command," Tobi whispered, bending back. Jens could feel a hot, sticky hand on his ass, 


and when Tobi thrust inside him he couldn't suppress the scream of lust anymore. 


"Shh, do you want the security to come for us," Tobi said, but it was only between jagged breaths of lust that 
he pressed out this sentence while beginning to move rhythmically. Caught between pleasure and pain Jens 


closed his eyes, pressing his face onto the floor. 

The thrusts were perfectly in pace with Tobi's breaths, he noticed, now quickening, and then slowing down. Jens 
felt a pounding inside of him, the rhythm of Tobi's movements, and in between his scarcely suppressed 
screams he could feel only that. The world around him was blacked out by the blinding lights of ecstasy. 

Tobi's hands moved onto Jens‘ shoulders now, steadying himself as he quickened the rhythm along with his 
breathing. In the symphony of their lust arose a new theme, now, as he was coming close and his breaths 
grew into cries of passion. Feeling those sticky hands on his shoulders was the rest it took for Jens, and he 


screamed the other man's name as Tobi came inside of him, a wave of pleasure that shot flashes of 


something raw, primal washing through his body. 


"You haven't made me regret my behaviour," Tobi whispered as he put his head onto Jens’ shoulder. They'd 
moved from the lavatory floor to the bed - the rebuilt seats - after, where Jens tried to steady his 
breathing and comprehend what he'd done. 

"You're basically tempting me to do stuff like that more often 

Instead of a reply, Jens turned to his stomach and looked out of the window. 

"Your storm is coming,” he remarked, receiving a horse laugh from Tobi. 


"Shall it come," he said. 


‘ll have been stiff and smiling until we crash down. And they all should know I've been alive ‘til | made my final 


splash." 


Jens buried his head in the covers, groaning and laughing at the same time. That was Tobi, he realized, no 


different than he'd always known him. 


"You do realize that you'll have me on your heels forever?" he asked after a while, turning his head back to 
face Tobi who had closed his eyes and come to rest next to him. Now, he cracked open an eye and looked at 


him sleepily. 


"| don't think that's that bad," he mumbled, managing another one of his wicked grins before slipping off back 


into the sleep of exhaustion that Jens soon followed him into. 


